THE RIVER                                   gg
them with a delicious sense of virtue merely by keeping these
ripples in mind; and the drip-drop, drip-drop of the tinkling
rivulet at his elbow was the voice of the 'nieer imperative which
he obeyed.
A moor-hen propelling herself in quaint jerks past this willow
shoot towards the river was so startled by confronting the face of
a man staring with flickering eyelids down into the water that she
rose with a scream and flapped off heavily into the rushes. This
aroused John, who in a moment forgot altogether the imperative
of the tinkling rivulet; and, clutching the edge of the boat with
numb sleep-swollen fingers, raised his neck like a turtle and
pricked up his ears to listen for his girl's return.
It was under a great ash tree in the centre of a neighbouring
field that they finally had their lunch.
"Why didn't you stand up to Philip more if you disliked him
so?" 'she asked when their meal was over and they were recalling
last night's gathering. His face worked expressively before the
words came out in answer, a curious pulse appearing in his cheeks
at the corner of his nostrils and a certain twitching round his
cheek-bones. It was a facial peculiarity not quite the same as that
of Miss Elizabeth Crow; and yet it was evidently a family trait.
Touching in the women, and no doubt often a signal of danger in
the men, this facial sign, like a well-worn coin, must have fre-
quently, in the last three or four hundred years, gone to Norwich
for the fair, gone to Cambridge to buy books and silk dresses,,
appeared in the depths of old-fashioned looking-glasses, above
mahogany chests of drawers, before the pushing open of innumer-
able ivy-shadowed front-bedroom windows to watch visitors come
over the home-meadows. It must often have been the last of all
their possessions that they were forced to leave behind, when,
like William Crow on this beautiful March day, they lay with six
feet of East Anglian clay above them!
It appeared now indeed more emphatically than Mary had ever
seen it in any of her relative's faces except once when she had
asked her grandfather at breakfast, as he dreamily looked out
over that smooth secluded lawn, what the word "whore" meant.
"I'll tell you exactly why!" John Crow cried, seizing a clump
of soft moss, just beyond where his overcoat extended, with ex-